would often thank God, saying that 'little B', as she very
soon christened her, had helped her through many bad
moments. And when after several months 'little B' was
compelled to rest, she persuaded her equally efficient sister
to take her place and they were both with us at the end.
One of the major problems in getting John to London
was what seemed at first the utter impossibility of finding
any hospital or nursing home that would not separate us.
Accustomed for years past to the ways of France and Italy
(John told me diey were also those of America) which
recognize that in cases of grievous illness affection may
play a valuable part in recovery and, therefore provide
accommodation for a patient's friend or relation, I spent an
entire desperate morning on the telephone meeting with
refusal from every direction as soon as I explained that if
they took the patient they must be prepared to supply me
also with some kind of accommodation. Vainly I pleaded
that I did not require a room . . . that a sofa or cot in any
corner would suffice, that I was willing and able to spend
the nights in a chair, but finally I was told by one of the
hospitals that if I chose to spend them in the waiting-room
there was nothing that they could do to prevent me. I
humbly and thankfully accepted this concession, for al-
though the local doctor assured me that there was no hurry,
both Nurse Baldwin and myself knew that such was not
the case, and I ran up to tell John that everything was ar-
ranged. I had barely done so when the telephone rang; the
hospital had thought it over and had repented its weakness;
unless the patient was in urgent danger, I should not be
allowed to spend the night in the building.
It was impossible to keep this impasse from John, who
took up her stand with the utmost determination. She
would do as she was told in all but one respect: if she died
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